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Natalia did not answer, but pressed her dirty apron to
'her face and quietly sobbed.
tc Don't cry, Natalia my dear, tears won't help now. If
God wills we shall see them again alive and well. You look
after yourself; don't go out of the yard unnecessarily, or
"'those anti-Christs will see you and come back."
It grew darker in the kitchen. Outside, the window was
curtained by someone's form. Ilinichna turned to the
window, and groaned.
" It's them! The Reds ! Natalia, darling ! Lie down on
the bed quick, pretend you're ill. ... You never know what
sin ... Cover yourself with the sacking."
Trembling with fear, Natalia had hardly dropped on to
the bed when the latch clattered and a taE Red Army man
bent and entered the kitchen. The children clung to
Ilinichna's skirt. The old woman turned pale. And, where
she stood by the stove, there she dropped to the bench,
sending a pipkin of scalded milk flying.
The Red soldier swiftly looked round the kitchen, and
said in a loud voice :
" Don't be afraid !  I shan't eat you !  Good day ! "
Natalia, groaning as though she were really ill, drew the
sacking over her head; but Mishatka stared at the visitor
from under his eyebrows and said in a tone of delight:
" Granny ! It's the very same man who killed our cock.
D'you remember ? "
The soldier took off his khaki cap, clicked his tongue, and
smiled.
" The rascal recognises me ! And do you like recalling
that cock ? All the same, mistress, this is what I've come
about * can you bake some bread for us ? We've got
flour."
f{ Yes. ... Of course ... I'll bake it. . . ." Ilinichna stam-
meringly replied, not looking at the visitor, as she wiped
up the spilt milk from the bench.
The soldier sat down by the door, drew his pouch out of
his pocket and, rolling himself a cigarette, tried to make
conversation.
" Can you get it baked by nightfall ? "
*' Yes, if you're in a hurry."
" In wartime, granny, we're always in a hurry. But don't
you be upset because of that cock/'